CHAPTER VI.

OLD-DRAGOON DROUET.

IN this manner, however, has the Day Tbent  downwards,

Wearied mortals are,.....creeping home from their field-labour;

the village-artisan eats with relish his supper of herbs, or
has strolled forth to the village-street for a sweet mouthful
of air and human news. Still summer-eventide everywhere!
The great Sun hangs flaming on the utmost Northwest; for
it is his longest day this year. The hill-tops rejoicing will
ere long be at their ruddiest, and blush Good-night. The
thrush, in green dells, on. long-shadowed leafy spray, pours
gushing his glad serenade, to the babble of brooks grown
audibler; silence is stealing over the Earth. Your dusty
Mill of Valmy, as all other mills and drudgeries, may furl
its canvas, and cease swashing and circling. The swenkt
grinders in this Treadmill of an Earth have ground out
another Day; and lounge there, as,we say, in village-groups;
movable, or ranked on social stone-seats;1 their children,
mischievous imps, sporting about their feet. Unnotable hitm
of sweet human gossip rises from this Village of Sainte-
Menehould, as from all other villages. Gossip mostly sweet,
unnotable; for the very Dragoons fire French and gallant;
nor as yet has the Paris-and-Verdun Diligence, with its
leathern bag, rumbled in, to terrify the minds of men.

One figure nevertheless we do note at the last door of
the Village: that figure in loose-flowing nightgown, of Jean
Baptiste Drouet, Master of the Post here. An acrid choleric

1 Rapport de M. Hemy (in Clioiseul, p. 143).